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TO    ALL    PARTS    OF    THE    WORLD 
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THE  "LADDER"  FEED 


Mr.  j.  NICOL  DUNN,  Edi- 
tor of  the  "  Johannesburg  Star," 
formerly  Editor  of  "  Black  and 
White,"  "  Morning  Post,"  "  Man- 
chester Courier,"  writes ; 

"The  ' Swaa  Safety'  /s 
most  compact  in  form  and 
moat  pleasant  to  handle. 
It  stands  'the  rough  and 
tumble'  of  journalistic  work 
—and  the  pen  that  stands 
that  will  stand  anything." 


The  "Swan  Safety"  is  also  fitted 
with  a  Screw-cap  which  prevents 
leakage  or  mess,  and  enables  the 
pen  to  be  carried  in  any  position, 
in  pocket,  bag,  or  writing-case,     .      . 

The  most  fastidious  can  be  fitted 
with  a  nib  to  suit  the  hand  exactly. 

IT  PAYS  TO  BUY 
A    PEN     LIKE    THAT! 


SOLD    BY    STATIONERS    AND    JEWELLERS. 

Prices  from  12s.  M.  upwards.    Standard  Pattern  "Swans,"  tOs.  6d.  upwards. 
MAY  WE  SEND  OUR  CATALOGUE?    Post  Free. 

MABIE,  TODD  8?  CO..  79  S  80,  High  Holborn,  Loadon.W.C:  38,Cheapside,E.C.. 
a'JA,  Regent  Street,  W.,  London;  3,  Exchange  Street,  Manchester;  10,  Rue  Neuve, 
Brussels;  37,  Ave.  de  I'Opera,  Paris;   and  at  New  York,  Chicaf^o,  Toronto,  and  Sydney. 


N.B.-For  all  fountain  pens  or  steel  pens  use  "SWAN"  INK,  6d.  and  Is.,  with  stopper  filler. 


New   Spring   Tailor   Mades 


^j/r — 


SMART    STREET   SUIT 

In  the  very  fashionable  Shot  Whipcord 
Suiting,  with  single  revere  of  black  satin 
and  pipings  1\  Gns. 


SHOT  WHIPCORD  COAT  AND  SKIRT 

as  sketch,  trimmed  satin  to  match.  Coat  lined  silk, 
perfectly  cut  and  tailored.  An  exact  copy  of  a 
Bernard  model  1\  Gns. 


DEBENHAM     &    FREEBODY 

WIGMORE     STREET    (Cavendish     Square),     LONDON,     W. 

FAMOUS   FOR    OVER    A    CENTURY   FOR    TASTE,    FOR    QUALITY.    FOR    VALUE 
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£i:ji.rp£:r    &,    brothers 

CHINA 

IN     TRANSFORMATION 

By  A.  R.  COLQUHOUN.       Revised  and  Enlarged  Edition,  5s.  net;  post  free  5s.  4d. 
Crown  8 vo,  Coloured  Map,  etc. 

This  standard  work  by  the  eminent  authority  upon  China  is  here  brought  thoroughly  up-to-date.     Several  new 
and  important  chapters  have  been  added,  and  the  whole  work  has  been  revised  in  the  light  of  latest  developments. 

A     POLISH     EXILE     NA/ITH 

NAPOLEON 

Embodying  many  Letters  and  other  Documents  hitherto  unpublished. 

By  G.  L.  DE  ST.  M.  WATSON.     12s.  6d.  net ;  post  free  12s.  lid.     Four  Photogravures. 

"  Mr.  Watson  has  the  gifts  of  a  researcher — curiosity,  industry,  and  a  good  deal  of  shrewdness  .  .  .  and  he 
shows  he  is  possessed  of  critical  ability  ...  A  good  piece  of  work." — The  Times. 

HOUSE  OF  HARPER,  ,8.7=19.2 

By  J.  HENRY  HARPER.     Demy  8vo.  Illustrated.     12s.  6d.  net;  post  free  12s.  lid.      _ 

A  history  of  the  Harper  Publishing  House,  embodying  reminiscences  of  nofSbleliterary  men,  methods  and 
customs  of  the  past  loo  years  ;   it  is  a  unique  storehouse  of  anecdote. 


FICTION 

> 

THE   SAD   SHEPHERD 

2s.  net  ; 

post 

free  2s.  3d. 

Dr.  Henry  Van  Dyke 

RIDERS   OF   THE   PURPLE 

SAGE 

6s. 

Zane  Grey 

HEART   AND   CHART 

6s. 

M.  S.  Gerry 

THE    IRON   WOMAN 

{6th  Imp.)  6s. 

Margaret  Deland 

JENNIE   GERHARDT 

{3rd 

Imp.)  6s. 

Theodore  Dreiser 

CAVANAGH    OF    KULTANN 

{2nd  Imp.)  6s. 

Joan  Sutherland 

THEIR   SILVER  WEDDING 

JOURNEY 

2s.  net.  New 

Edition       W.  D.  Howells 

THE   STORY   OF   A    PLAY 

2s.     ,,       ,. 

,,             W.  D.  Howells 

JEROME 

2s 

Mary  E.  Wilkins 

PEMBROKE 

2s 

Mary  E.  Wilkins 

HARF 

►B 

R 

:'s 

APRIL  NUMBER 
NOW  READY 

Commencement  of  a  notable  series  of  articles  by 

JL  R  N^  O  IL.  X> 
BENTNETT 

Impressions  of  American  Life,  with  illustrations  by  Frank  Craig. 

Seven    Complete    Stories,    Sixty    Illustrations,    and    a   wealth    of  miscellaneous 

articles  in  every  number. 

HARPER  &   BROTHERS,  45,  Albemarle  Street,  LONDON,  W. 
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MACMILLAN  &  CO.  S    NEW    BOOKS. 

SECOND   IMPRESSION. 

Tennyson  and   His   Friends.      Edited  by  hallam  lord  tennyson.   with 

Portraits.     8vo.     10s.  net. 

A  History  of  the  British  Constitution.  By  Rev  j  Howard  b.  masterman. 

Crown  8vo.     'is.  6d.  net. 

An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  Prices,  with  Special  Reference 

to    the    History    of    the    Nineteenth    Century.      By    Walter    T.    Layton,    M.A. 
Crown  8vo.     'is.  6d.  net. 

The  Venetian  School  of  Painting.    By  evelyn  march  philupps.    iiius 

trated.     8vo.  [Immediately. 

Individuality    and    Art.        By  Herbert  E.  a.  Furst.      Illustrated.      Extra  crown 

Svo.  [Immediately. 

A  Lyttel  Booke  of  Nonsense.     By  randall  davies.     illustrated  with  oid 

Wood-cuts.     Fcap.  4to.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Philistia  and  a  Soul :  A  Wander  Book  in  Verse.     By  Alfred  ernest 

Knight.     Crown  8vo.     6s.  net.  [Immediately. 

Select    Letters    of    William    Cowper.        with    introduction  and   Notes  by  J.  G. 
Frazer,  D.C.L.     2  vols.     Globe  Svo.     8s.  net.     (Eversley  Series.)         [Immediately. 

NENA/     NOVELS. 

The  Victories  of  Olivia  and  other  Stories.    By  evelyn  sharp,  Author  of 

"  The  Youngest  Girl  in  the  School,"  etc.     Extra  crown  8vo.     6s. 
The  Sphere:   "We  can  heartily  recommend  the  collection  of  short  stories.    .    .    .    Not  only  are  they  very 
entertaining,  but  they  also  give  cause  to  think." 

The      Charwoman's      Daughter.        By     James     Stephens.       Extra    crown    8vo. 
3s.  6d.  net. 

The  Athenieum  :  "Charming.  .  .  .  Through  every  scene  runs  a  twisted  thread  of  humorous  observation 
and  of  kindliness  somewhat  akin  to  the  spirit  of'  Wee  Macgreegor';  but  the  humour  of  'The  Char- 
woman's Daughter '  is  subtler,  and  its  literary  style  is  far  finer.     Some  bits  of  description  are  exquisite." 

NEW    TWO-SHILLING    EDITION    OF 

The    Novels    of    Maurice    Hewlett.      with    Frontispieces.       in    Cloth    binding. 
Crown  8vo.     2s.  net  each.     Two  volumes  issued  monthly. 

1.  The  Forest  Lovers.  3.     Little  Novels  of  Italy. 

2.  The  Queen's  Quair.  4.     Richard  Yea-ano-Nay. 

MACMILLAN'S    NEW    SHILLING    LIBRARY. 

Globe  Svo.     Is.  net  each. 


For  the  Term  of  His  Natural  Life.     By 

Marcus  Clarke. 

Gardeaing    for    the    Ignorant.       (A  New 

Book.)     By    Mrs.    C.    W.    Earle   and 
Miss  Ethel  Case. 

Eternal  Hope.     By  Dean  Farrar. 


The  Life  of  David  Livingstone.    (A  New 

Book.)      By  Rev.  C.  Silvester  Home, 
M.P.     Illustrated. 

The  Renaissance.     By  Walter  Pater. 

The     Story    of     the    Guides.      By    Col. 
G.  J.  Younghusband.     Illustrated. 


;;:"':;;   Complete  Descriptive  List  post  free  on  application. 
MACMILLAN     &     CO.,    Ltd.,    LONDON. 
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TO    AUTHORS 

All  kinds  of  Literary 
Work,  MSS.,  etc.,  ac- 
curately and  intelligently 
copied  9d.  per  1 000  words  ; 
with  carbon  copy,  I  s. 
Special  ternns  for  long 
MS,  Letters,  notices,  etc., 
duplicated,  2s.  6d.  per   100 


Miss    DARRELL 

65a,  OXFORD    STREET.  LONDON.  W. 


CHOICE    SETS    OF 
POSTAGE    STAMPS. 


All  different,  Four  Cayman,  is.  6d.  ;  six 
Chamba,  8d.  ;  six  Cyprus,  6d. ;  30  Cuba, 
15.  6d.  ;  15  Chili,  6d.  ;  five  Dominica,  is.  ; 
20  Dutch  Indies,  15.  ;  100  British  Colonials, 
only  IS.  6d.  ;  200,  4$.  6d.  ;  500,  20s.  ;  1,000, 
90s. ;  various  countries,  250,  is.  id.  ;  500, 
4s.  ;  1,000,  7s.  6d.,  splendid  value;  50  King 
Edward's  Portrait,  is.  6d. ;  18  Borneo,  2s.  ; 
18  Labuan,  2s. — Chas.  Smith,  Langdale 
Gardens,  Hove,  Sussex. 


*Thc  National  Welsh  Magazine' 

Edited  by  J.  HUGH  EDWARDS,  M.P. 

A  periodical  that  truly  represents  the  aims  and  ideals 
of  the  Welsh,  written  by  those  who  have  something 
of  interest  to  say  to  every  Welshman,  whether  at 
Home  or  Abroad. 

6cl.    Net.     Monthly.) 

Annual  Subscription  6/-  post  Free  to  all 
parts  of  the  World. 

All  communications — 

The  Manager  "  WALES," 

17-21,  Tavistock  Street,  London. 


THE     INTERNATIONAL 


An  Illustrated 

Monthly  Magazine 

of  the 
Literature  of  Life. 


ESTABLISHED  NINETEEN  HUNDRED  and  EIGHT. 

Edited   by  B.   RUSSELL    HERTS 
and   RICHARD  Le  GALLIENNE 


New  York: 
THE   MOODS 

PUB.   CO., 
10  East  42nd  Street. 


The  Exceptional  History  of  an  Unusual  Magazine 

Magazines  of  non- conformity  are  like  the  cl  ild'-en  of  the  prolific  poor;  their  birth-rate  is  frightfully 
high,  and  so  is  their  mortality— they  start  life  wrong.  We  started  right.  That  explains  our 
survival,  our  growth,  and  our  splendid  future  prospects. 

On  the  tenth  of  October,  1910,  THE  INTERNATIONAL  made  its  debut  in  the  magazine  world, 
set  up  in  faultless  type,  printed  on  extra  fine  paper,  with  an  artistic  cover  design  syinbolically 
representing  the  burden  of  a  new  world  of  thought  and  labour,  and  our  prospective  efforts  to 
mirror  forth  is  struggles  for  self-expres?ion  and  emanciration.  All  the  celebrities  of  the  younger 
generation  had  promised  to  contribute.  Also,  we  had  a  subscription  list  of  211  names,  no  money 
to  speak  of,  and  a  boundless  faith  in  our  mission. 

Our  Guaranteed   Net   Paid   Monthly  Circulation   is  now   7.200  Copies 

We  have  subscribers  in  every  nook  and  corner  of  the  United  States,  and  are  known  to  a  hoping 
world  in  London,  Paris.  Berlin  and  Vienna.  During  the  short  course  of  our  career  we  have 
introduced  to  the  American  public  the  writings  of  Schnitzler,  Strindberg,  Brieux,  Tchekhov, 
Salten,  and  other  artists  of  the  new  utterance  across  the  water.  We  have  printed  prose  and  verse 
by  such  Americans  as  Burkhart  DuBois,  Reginald  W.  Kaufiman,  Richard  Le  Gallienne,  Upton 
Sinclair,  W.  J.  Ghent,  Sara  Teasdale,  Hudson  Maxim,  John  Spargo,  Elbert  Hubbard,  Booker  T. 
Washington,  and  many  others  of  like  standing,  thereby  performing,  we  claim,  a  public  service. 
Does  such  a  record,  in  your  judgment,  entitle  us  to  your  support? 
The  price  is  1.75  dols.,  or  seven  shillings,  in  all  British  possessions. 

Address:  THE  MOODS  PUBLISHING  CO..  18-20.  East  42  St.,  New  York,  N.Y. 
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MERCURE 

DE 
FRANCE 

26  RUE  DE  CONDE, 
PARIS 

SXreeteur: 

ALFRED    VALLETTE 

Litterature,    Poesie,    Thefitre, 

Musique,    Peinture,    Sculpture, 

Philosophie,    Histoire,    Sociologie, 

Sciences,   Voyages,   Bibliophilie, 

Sciences  occultes,   Critique, 

Litterature   etrangere.   Revue  de 

la  Quinzaine. 

Le  Mercure  de  France  est  dans  sa  vingt- 
et-unieme  ann^e.  II  parait  le  i"  et  le  i6 
de  chaque  mois  et  forme  tous  les  ans  6 
volumes. 

Le  Mercure  de  France  occupe  dans  la 
presse  fran9aise  une  place  unique  :  il  par- 
ticipe  de  la  revue  et  du  journal.  Pour  juger 
de  sa  diversite,  il  suffit  de  parcourir 
quelques-uns  de  ses  sommaires  et  la  liste  des 
50  chroniques  que,  sous  le  titre  de  Revue  de 
la  Quinzaine,  il  publie  selon  un  roulement 
m^thodique.  Cette  Revue  de  la  Quinzaine 
s'alimente  a  I'dtranger  autant  qu'en  France; 
elle  offre  un  tres  grand  nombre  de  docu- 
ments etconstitue  une  sorte  d'enclyclopedie 
au  jour  le  jour  du  mouvement  universel  des 
idees. 

II  n'est  peut-etre  pas  indifferent  de  sig- 
naler qu'il  est  celui  des  grands  p^riodiques 
fran9ais  qui  coute  le  moins  cher,  puisque  le 
prix  de  son  abonnement  excede  a  peine  celui 
desjournaux  a  un  sou. 

VENTE  AU  NUMERO  ET 
ABONNEMENT 

Les   Abonaements  parteat   du  premier  des 
mols  de  Jaavier,   Avrll,  Julllet  et  Octobre. 

r 

Etranger 
Le  numero  :     I  fr.  50 

Un  an        30  fr. 

Six  mois 17    ,, 

Trois  mois  ...         ...         10   ,, 

,      ABONNEMENT    DE    TROIS    ANS 

Etranger 80  francs. 

Envoi  franco,  sur  demande,  d'un  Spicimen  de 
la  Revue  et  du  Catalogue  complet  des  Editions  du 
Mercvre  de  France. 


If  you  want  to  keep  in  touch  with  the 
affairs  of  the  day,  with  the  true  aspect 
of  political  progress,  the  Drama,  Music, 
Literature,  Social  Affairs,  Sport  and 
Finance,  you  should  read  the 

Westminster   Gazette 


It  presents  its  views  with  fairness  and 
restraint,  its  outlook  on  Social  Affairs, 
and  intelligent  criticism  of  the  Literature 
of  the  day  ;  its  treatment  of  Music  and 
the  Drama,  and  its  full  service  of  news 
make  it  the  best  informed  and  most 
complete  evening  newspaper. 

SUBSCRIBE  NOW  TO  THE 

Westminster   Gazette 

LONDON'S  EVENING  PAPER. 

Offices:  Salisbury  Sq.,  Fleet  St.,  London.  E.C. 


If  ©l^ri^er 


BSmSLISHBO    1791. 


THE    OLDEST    AND    LEADING 
SUNDAY     NEWSPAPER. 

The  Observer  is  the  only  Sunday 
newspaper  with  the  news  service  of 
a  great  daily. 

The  Observer  frequently  contains 
exclusive  news  of  the  first  political 
and  business  importance. 

The  Observer  is  noted  for  its  com- 
plete Financial  News,  "  City  Com- 
ments" being  a  popular  feature. 


Offices  : 

NEWTON  ST.,  HOLBORN,  LONDON,  W.C. 
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LETTERS  OF 

SARAH    ORNE    JEWETT        L?..)  Mrs,    lame.  T.  Fields 

Miss  Jewett,  whose  position  of  unique  distinction  among  the  women  writers  of  America  is  undisputed,  was  an 
admirable  letter  writer.  Her  familiar  letters  to  her  intimate  friends  are  full  of  character  and  charm  ;  dealing  as 
they  do  with  her  daily  interests,  her  reading,  her  opinions,  her  friendships  and  travels,  they  present  a  picture  of 
the  writer's  life  that  will  be  of  most  profound  interest  to  the  thousands  of  lovers  of  her  books.  The  letters  have 
been  edited  by  Mrs.  James  T.  Fields,  who,  as  a  life-long  friend  of  Miss  Jewett,  is  peculiarly  qualified  for  the  task. 

Llrtv     AINU     Ltw  1    1  cKo  Oemy  Svo.      108.6d.net. 

OF  JOHN  RICKMAN  Orio  wuHams 

"  A  book  that  should  prove  a  valuable  addition  to  our  knowledge  of  Charles  Lamb  and  his  circle,  apart  from 
the  individual  interest  attaching  to  its  subject."— Westminster  Gazette.  "Mr.  Williams'  labours  are  important: 
for  lie  has  brought  to  light  several  new  points  concerning.  Charles  Lamb." — Daily  Mail.  "  Altogether  this  is  a 
most  interesting  and  informing  collection  of  letters." — Morning  Post. 

MY  IDEALED  JOHN  BULLESSES  Yoshio  Marking 

Illustrated  by  the  Author,  with  6  plates  in  Colour  and  20  Black  and  White  Drawings.    (6s.  net.) 
Rarely  has  more  refreshing  and  penetrating  criticism  been  passed  upon  the  Englishwoman  of  to-day  than  by 
the  well-known  Japanese  artist  and  writer,  Mr.  Yoshio   Markino,  who,  as   will   be  seen   in   this  book,  deftly 
analyses  the  character  of  our  countrywomen,  and  shows  us  how  they  appear  to  the  enlightened  Eastern  mind. 

A    BOOK    FOR    EVERY    OXFORD    MAN. 

IN    PRAISE    OF    OXFORD  Thomas  Seccombe 

Vol.  II —MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.     Now  Ready.  H.   Spencer    Scott 

Vol.    I  —HISTORY  AND  TOPOGRAPHY.     Already  Published. 
Demy  Svo,  6s.  net  per  volume,  sold  separately. 
"  No  Oxford  man  could  fail  to  spend  many  a  pleasant  hour  dipping  into  this  fat  Oxford  anthology,  crammed 
with  interesting  things.     No  Oxford  man  should  fail   to  get  this  second  instalment  of  Messrs.  Seccombe  and 
Scott's  great  Oxford  anthology." — Observer. 

RELIGIOUS  LIFE  OF 

ANCIENT    ROME  r.^')  I.  Benedict  Carter 

"  It  treats  succinctly,  and  with  much  attractiveness  of  style,  the  phases  and  significance  of  religious  mani- 
festations and  institutions  in  early,  republican,  and  imperial  Rome,  and  subsequently  gives  a  lucid  sketch  of  the 
great  straggle  between  the  Pagan  and  Christian  systems  of  thought,  up  to  the  '  first  streaks,  the  early  dawn  '  of 
the  Holy  Roman  Empire.  The  author  intersperses  much  fertile  theory  of  his  own  amid  the  business  of 
chronicling." — Athenceum. 

IN    THE    CARPATHIANS    C^net^'')  Lion    Philllmore 

"  She  adds  a  graphic  pen  and  a  keen  eye  not  only  for  detail,  but  for  beauty  and  significance." — Times.  "  Her 
freshness  of  mind,  her  receptivity,  and  her  vivid  instinct  for  beauty  makes  her  writing  individual  and  attractive." 
— Athenceum.  "  Mrs.  Phillimore's  method  of  doing  it  and  telling  it  and  thinking  it,  constitutes  the  charm  of  this 
picturesque  book." — Daily  Chronicle. 

THE    TUDOR    DRAMA  C.  F.  Tucker  Brooke 

B.LItt.  Oxon.     6s.  net. 
A  History  of  English  National  Drama  to  the  retirement  of  Shakespeare. 
"  It  is  a  scholarly  and  fascinating  work,  full  of  information  and  exact." — Scotsman. 

NEW    6s.  NOVELS 

SUCCESS     (Second  Impression)  Una  L.  Silberrad 

A    LOST    INTEREST  Mrs.  George  Wemyss 

HERITAGE  Valentina  Hawtrey 

PAUL'S  PARAGON  w.  e.  Norris 

THE    GOOD    GIRL  Vmcent  O'SulHvan 

EVERYBODY'S     BOY  Lindsay   Bashford 

CONSTABLE   &  .^.^n  LONDON   W.C. 
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The    NEW 


Pall  Mall  Gazette 


Edited  by  J.  L.  GARVIN. 


The  "  PALL  MALL  GAZETTE  "  has  entered  upon  a  revival 
of.  its  most  brilliant  traditions.  Considered  as  a  newspaper  it 
stands  unrivalled  amongst  the  evening  journals,  not  only  for  the 
attractiveness  of  its  methods  of  presenting  and  explainiftg  the 
news,  but  for  the  remarkable  alertness  and  accuracy  of  its  service. 

The  Leading  Article  and  Notes  of  the  Day — always  prominent 
features  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette — have  assumed  greatly 
increased  importance  under  the  New  Editorship,  while  the 
treatment  of  Social  Affairs,  Literature,  Art,  The  Drama, 
Finance,  Sport,  Feminism,  Fashions,  and  all  the  subjects  that 
interest  the  man  and  woman  of  to-day  is  vivid,  fresh,  vigorous 
and  enterprising. 

Sport  in  particular  is  generously  dowered  with  space — Racing, 
Football,  Hockey,  Cricket,  Motoring,  Lawn  Tennis,  Aquatics, 
etc.,  each  receiving  adequate  attention  by  Experts.  There  is 
certainly  no  better  evening  paper  for  sportsmen  than  the 
"Pall  Mall." 

Many  of  the  most  brilliant  writers  of  the  period  are  regular 
contributors  to  the  "  P.M.G."  and  the  Political  Cartoons  and 
Social  Sketches  of  Mr,  Ralph  Cleaver  are  amongst  the 
cleverest  now  appearing  in  the  press. 


The  "P.M.G."  is  the  greatest  force  in  present- 
day  Evening  Journalism. 


5  Editions  daily.     All  are  good ;  but  the  Extra  Late  is  best. 
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For  immediate  publication  or  before  the  end  of  April. 


Anima  Celtica.  By  Reginald  L  Hine. 
Crown  8vo.     'is.  6d.  net. 

Songs  of  the  Open  Air.  By  George  a. 
Greene,  Litt.D.  Royal  i6mo.  3s.6d.net. 

In  Mantle  Blue.    By  f.  gwynne  evans. 

Crown  8vo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Songs  of  a  Syrian  Lover.   By  Clinton 

ScoLLARD.     Impl.  i6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

The  Phantom  Ship  and  other  Poems. 

By  E.  H.  VisiAK.  With  Preface  by 
W.  H.  Helm.  Fcap.  8vo.  Cloth. 
Is.  6d.  net  ;    Wrappers,  Is.  net. 

Chambers  of  Imagery.  Second  Series. 
By  Gordon  Botto.mley.  Fcap.  8vo. 
Is.  net. 

The    Future    of    Poetry.     By.   f.   b. 

Osmaston.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

Fires:  Book  I.,  The  Stone,  and  other 

Tales.  By  Wilfrid  W.Gibson.  Crown 
8vo.  Cloth,  Is.  6d.net;  Wrappers,  ls.net. 

Prospero,  and  other  Poems.    By  William 

Gerhard.     Fcap.  8vo.     3s.  6d.  net. 


Poems.  By  W.  E.  Lutyens.  Crown  8vo. 
2s.  6d.  net. 

Storm-Song,  and   other   Poems.     By 

Pallister  Barkas.   Crown  8vo.   2s.  net. 

Verses.  By  Agnes  Fox.  Royal  i6mo. 
2s.  6d.  net. 

The  Book  of  the  White  Butterflies.    By 

Margaret     Borthwick.       Fcap.    8vo. 
Is.  6d.  net. 

VIGO  CABINET  SERIES.  ^oTumes 

Royal  16mo.    Cloth,  Is.  6d.  net ;  Wrapper,  Is.  net. 

Strangers  and  Foreigners:  Being  transla- 
tions from  the  French,  Italian,  German  and  High 
German.  Done  into  English  Verse  by  Lois 
Saunders,  Queen's  University,  Kingston,  Canada. 

Imaginary  Sonnets  of  Tasso  to  Leonora, 

and  other    Poems.     By  Alice  Law. 

The  Campagna  of  Rome,  a  Symphony 
— In  the  Sleep  of  the  Sun.      By 

Stanhope  Bayley. 

Some  Poems  of  Lionel  Johnson,  with 

Introduction  by  Louise  Imogen  Guiney. 

Illusions  and  Ideals.     By  R.  Dimsdale 

Stocker. 


London:     ELKIN    MATHEWS,    Vigo   Street,    W. 


FEMINIST  PUBLICATIONS 


A  Pageant  of  Great  Women , 

By  Cicely  Hamilton.  Illustrated.  2s> 
net,  by  post  2s.  3d. 

Large  Paper  Edition,  fully  autographed 
by  Author,  Ellen  Terry  and  other  ac- 
tresses, limited  edition,  Ts.  6d.  net, 
by  post,  78.  lOd. 

The  New  Censored  Play — 

The  Coronation. 

By  Christopher  St.  John  and  Charles 
Thursby.    Uniform  with  above,  2s.  net. 


For  ALL  BOOKS  dealing  with 
Social,  Economic  and  Political 
Status     of     Women,    apply    to 

THE  INTERNATIONAL 
SUFFRAGE  SHOP, 

15,  ADAM    STREET,   STRAND. 


CONCIERTO 

WHIFFS 


An  inexpensive,  and  a  highly  palatable, 
satisfying  smoke,  largely  purchased 
and  appreciated  by  hundreds  of  our 
customers,  many  of  whom  place  "till 
countermanded"  orders  with  us  for 
regular  monthly  supplies. 


SENT    postage    PAID 


10/6 


per     100 

Your  Trial  Order  is  cordially  invited. 


only    OBTAINABLE    FROM 

FRED«  D.    PINTO    6?    Co. 

175,    PICCADILLY,   W. 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS  OF 
''THE  WOMAN'S  SUFFRAGE  CIGARETTES." 

Virginia   ...        5/-  pep  100 

Turl<i8h 7/-  pep  100 

In  Boxes  of  25,  50  &.  100. 
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THE  ENGLISH   REVIEW 

Edited  by  Austin  Harrison 

CONTENTS    OF   THE    FORTY-FIRST   NUMBER 

PORTRAIT    OF    FREDERIC  ^  HARRISON 

by  WILLIAM    STRANG.   A.R.A. 


]. 

MAURICE  HEWLETT 

Hypsipyle 

1 

2. 

FREDERIC   HARRISON 

Among  my  Books  (v)  * 

19 

3. 

FRYNIWYD  TENNYSON 

JESSE 

The  Greatest  Gift 

37 

4. 

YOSHIO  MARKING 

Science  and   Human  Sense 

55 

5. 

LORD  DUNSANY 

The   Lonely   Idol 

73 

* 

Copyright  in  United  Kingdom  and  U.S.A.,  1912. 
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The  Best  Reviewed  Fiction  of  the  Day 

MARTIN  SECKER'S  NEW  NOVELS 

Carnival  (5th  Edition  nearly  exhausted)  Compton  Mackenzie 

White   Webs  The©  Douglas 

Dead    Men's    Bells  Frederick  Niven 

The  Outward  Appearance  Stanley  Makower 

The  Golightlys :    Father  and  Son 

Laurence  North 
In  Accordance  with  the  Evidence 

Oliver  Onions 

NUMBER  FIVE  JOHN  STREET  ADELPHI  LONDON 

At  all  Booksellers  and  Libraries 
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TRANSLATIONS 


TRANSLATIONS 

Principally  literary  work 
from  English  into  idio- 
matical  German. 

TYPEWRITING 

MSS.,  Plays,  Examination 
Papers,  etc.,  copied,  any 
language 

Miss    KOCH,   Albion    House 

(Room  No.    1), 
59a,  New  Oxford  Street,  W. 

Tel.   No.  5936  Gerrard.   ■ 


TYPEWRITING 


Thinking  Women  Read 


IN    a   few   weeks  this  phrase    became    a    truism. 
Why?     Order  "Thk  Standard"  for  a  week  or 
a  day,  and  you  will  see.     It   is  becaus.e,  since 
October  3,    "The  Standard's"    daily  news  pages 
have  iricluded  one  headed 

"WOMAN'S   PLATFORM," 

which  every  Thinking  Woman  in  the  land,  and  very 
many  thinking  men,  want  to  see  and  to  study  every 
day.  ■'  Woman's  Platform  "  has  ended  what  was 
called  the  '  Press  Boycott  "  of  the  serious  interests 
of  thinking  women — not  their  ribbons  and  ornaments, 
but  their  thoughts,  aims,  claims,  views,  hopes,  deeds, 
and — Work. 

"Woman's  Platform  "  in  "The  Standard"  has 
already  become  the  Thinking  Woman's  own  medium 
in  the  Daily  Press  of  Great  Britain.  All  thinking 
women,  modern  women,  are  keenly  interested  in 
"  Woman's  Platform."  They  know  that  it  is  their 
own ;  they  themselves  determine  how  much  it  can 
serve  their  own  interests  by  : — 

1.  Following    "Woman's    Platform"   closely  and 

day  by  day  in  "The  Standard,"  and  using 
it  freely  in  Women's  interests, as  opportunity 
offers. 

2.  Inducing   the  largest  possible   number  of   the 

general  public — men  and  women — to  do  the 
same  thing,  thus  extending  the  scope  of  its 
services  to  women. 


i^lje  .^tantrariJ,  104,  Shoe  Lane,  London,  E.C. 


STEPHEN    SWIFT'S 

Books  that  Compel 

A  NIGHT  in  the  LUXEMBOURG. 

By  Remy  de  Gourmont. 
Translated  with  Preface  and  Appendix 
by  Arthur  Ransome.       5s.  net. 

A  NEW  SYSTEM  OF 
PSYCHOLOGY. 

By  A.  L.   Lynch. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2  vols.,  21s.  net. 
The  long-lost  episodes  to  the  famous  Oriental 
tale  have  at  last  been  discovered  by  Mr.  Lewis 
Melville     among     the     Beckford    papers    at 
Hamilton  Palace. 

THE  EPISODES  OF  VATHEK. 

By  William  Beckford. 
Translated-by  Sir  Frank  T.  Marzials,  with 
an    Introduction    by   Lewis    Melville,    and 
including  the  original  French. 
Medium  8vo.  cloth,  21s.  net. 

IN  DEFENCE  OF  AMERICA. 

By  Baron  von  Taube. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s.  net. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  END, 

And  Two  Other  Irish  Plays. 

By  CoNAL  O'Riordan  (Norreys 
Connell).  Crown Svo, cloth,  3s.6d.net. 
•'Mr.  O'  Riordan  has  talent  of  a  very  exceptional 
character.  .  .  .  There  is  something  here  that  is 
fine, completely  achieved,  imique."-i)at7j'iV«!i'5. 

IMAGINARY   SPEECHES:    And 

Other  Parodies  in   Prose  and  Verse. 

By  Jack  Collings  Squire. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

"  .  .  Should  be  in  the  library  of  every  politician 

who  has  a  sense  of  humour."— G/fls^oit'  Herald. 

"  It  denotes  the  arrival  of  a  welcome  addition 

to  the  ranks  of- our  humorous  writers." — Daily 

Telegraph. 

LEAVES  OF   PROSE:     interleaved 

with  Verse.     By  Annie  Matheson. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s.  net. 

LONDON  WINDOWS. 

By  Ethel  Talbot. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net. 

IRISH  HOME  RULE: 

The  Last  Phase.     By  S.  G.  Hobson. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

TRIPOLI  AND  YOUNG  ITALY. 

By  Charles  Lapworth  and  Helen 
ZiMMERN.  Demy  Svo,  cloth,  illus- 
trated, los.  6d.  net. 


Send  a  postcard  for  "  Books  thai  Compel." 
post  free  from 

STEPHEN     SWIFT     &     Co.,    Ltd., 
10  John  Street,  Adelphi,  W.C. 
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HIGH-CLASS  TOOLS 

For  Miners,  Quarrymen  &  Contractors. 


HAND 

and 

POWER 
DRILLS 


for  Rock  and  Coal. 


Miners'  Drill  Steel 
High  Speed  Steel 
Crucible  Cast  Steel 

of  all  grades  and  for  all  purposes. 


"HARDY  SIMPLEX"  HAMMER  DRILL. 


The    hardy    PATENT    PICK   Co.,   LTD. 

SHEFFIELD,      ENGLAND. 
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I  WILL 


The 

most  powerful  phrase  in 

^         the  world  ^    ^ 


Success  does  not  only  depend  upon  what  others  may 
do  for  you  ;  or  upon  your  ability  to  pay  high  fees  for 
training,  or  upon  your  living  near  an  efficient  educa- 
tional institution  :   it  depends  a  great  deal  upon  yourself. 

The  first  step  for  every  reader  of  The  English  Review  who  says  "  /  will  get 
a  good  berth,""/  will  earn  a  big  salary, "ais  to  investigate  howcthe  remarkably 
successful  International  Correspondence  Schools  can  help  them. 

The  I.C.S.  postal  training  is  the  nnst  successful  "salary-raising" 
education  in  the  world.  The  I.C.S.  teach  essential  subjects  so  that 
they  may  be  g-rasped  easily,  quickly  and  thoroughly — without  loss 
of  time  and  attendance  at  classes,  without  sacrifice  of  your  present 
work,  and  without  strain  upon  your  pocket. 

Here  is  an  example  of  what  happens  when  a  man  says  "  /  will 
get  on,"  and  has  an  I.C.S.  training: — 

"/  am  taking  this  ot>t>ortiinity  of  letting  you  know  how  the  Schools  have 
benefited  inc.  I  was  stuck  in  my  study  ivhen  I  first  saw  your  advertisement 
in  a  t>tiper,  and  I  thought  I  would  zcrite  anil  see  what  you  could  do  for  a 
felloiv  STRIVING  TO  GET  ON,  /  took  «/>  your  Completi'  Ai chitectural  Course 
about  txt'o  years  ago,  and  I  am  pleased  to  say  that  in  those  two  years  I 
acquired  ten  times  as  much  knoxvledge  as  I  did  at  a  Technical  College, 
where  I  was  a  student  for  three  sessions,  although  I  obtained  the  highest 
class  marks  and  xvas  a  prize  winner  also.  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to 
point  out  to  any  person  seeking  for  knoxv ledge  that  the  fastest,  surest,  and 
best  xvay  of  acquirinsi  knowledge  is  by  becoming  an  I.C.S.  student.  When  I 
started  your  Cotirse  I  was  a  country  carpenter.  2\  years  of  age.  In  three 
weeks  I  leave  for  Ceylon,  to  take  up  a  position  which  your  Students'  Aid 
Department  gave  me  their  valuable  assistance  in  obtaining,  with  an 
increase  of  200  per  crnt.  in  my  salary.  I  have  written  a  little,  very  little, 
of  what  I  could  say  for  your  Schools  " 

(Signed)  Robert  Hall,  St.  Boswells,  N.B. 

Your  spare  time  and  evenings  overflow  with  opportunities  for 
salary-raising  study  Use  them  for  all  they  are  worth  in  the  right  way 
— the  I.C.S.  way. 

The  I.C.S.  has  influ- 


The  I.CS.  way  will  make 
you  a  successful  me- 
chanic in  any  trade. 
Soare  time-study  at  home. 


The  I.C.S.  way  is  the  easy 
way  to  big  pay  in  busi- 
ness careers.  Learn  while 
yoa  earn. 


The    I.CS.   way    is    your 

way  to  success  wherever 

you  live,  however  limited 

your  purse  may  be. 


'The  vfu^   to  Bettor  Pay  is  the  I.C.S.  w«y  " 
— over  100  I.C.S.  students  affirm  it  is  so. 


The  I.C.S.  way  is  known 
the  world  over  as  the 
easiest,  quickest  and  most 
certain  way  of  self-help 
in  existence. 


ence  with  employers 
unequalled  by  any 
other  institution  in  the 
world.  Free  help  to 
secure  well-paid  posts 
is  given  to  I.C.S.  stu- 
dents in  all  parts  of 
the  world. 

Let  it  be— "I  WILL 
send  the  Coupon " — 
the  first  move  in  a  real 
effort  to  secure  the 
good  things  enjoyed 
by  those  who  earn 
big  wages. 


SUCCESS  COUPON 


International   Correspondence    Schools,    Ltd. 

Dept.  119/C76,  Int«nuttional  Bldgs.,  Klngsway,  London,  W.C. 

Please  explain,  without  any  obligation  on  my  part, 
how  I  can  qualify  to  enter,  or  to  obtain  a  larger  salary 
in,  the  occupation  or  profession  before  which  I  have 
marked  X  (or  in  the  one  stated  here  \ 

Engineering  (state  which)    Book-keepins 

Analytical  Chemistry  Business  TraininK 

_  Modern  Languages  Motor  Aviation 

_  Architecture  Civil  Service 

Applied  Art  Opportunities  for  Women 

Advertising  Over  160  other  Courses. 

Name ^ •..••• 

..Address •»•• 
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A   Literary  &  Artistic   Annual 

FOURTH    YEAR    OF    PUBLICATION 

THE    ODD    VOLUME 

I9II 

One  hundred  pages  of  literary  matter  and 
illustrations  by  the  leading  authors  and 
artists  of  the  day,  14  pictures  in  full 
colour    and    very    many    in    black-and-white 

WORTH  HALF-A-CROWN  SOLD  FOR  ONE  SHILLING 

at  Booksellers  and  Bookstalls  throughout  the  Kingdom 

Published  in  Aid  of  the  Funds  of 

THE    NATIONAL    BOOK    TRADE    PROVIDENT    SOCIETY 


THE  BOOKFELLOW 

The  Australasian  Review  and  Journal  of  the  Australasian  Book  Trade 

SYDNEY,    AUSTRALIA.  Monthly:     Six  Shillings  a  year,  post  free. 

npHE  BOOKFELLOW,  conducted  by  Alfred  George  Stephens,  chief 
-'-  of  Australasian  critics,  is  the  literary  organ  of  Young  Australia. 
It  reviews  verse  and  prose  in  all  departments  of  literature,  comments 
upon  art,  music  and  drama,  and  publishes  original  contributions  by  the 
best  writers  in  Australia  and  New  Zealand. 

Readers  interested  in  the  world's  literary  movement,  or  in  the  civil- 
ized development  of  the  great  Australian  continent  (which  has  a  territory 
larger  than  the  United  States  without  Alaska)  will  find  THE  BOOK- 
FELLOW a  piquant  and  instructive  summary  of  Australian  and  New 
Zealand  thought. 

The  Trade  Edition  of  THE  BOOKFELLOW,  with  Trade  Supplement,  is  supplied  only  to 
recognised  publishers  and  booksellers.  It  is  the  only  journal  representing  the  bookselling 
trade  in  Australia  and  New  Zealand,  and  contains  month  by  month  trade  reports  from  the 
six  capitals  of  the  Australian  States  and  from  the  four  cities  of  New  Zealand.  Its 
comments  on  trade  matters  are  especially  interesting  to  exporters  of  books  and  magazines. 
Subscription  :     6s.  6d.  yearly,  post  free. 

Address:       THE    BOOKFELLOW,    Box    711,    Sydney,    Australia. 
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Important   Announcement. 


Zhc  XTimes  :Boo\\  Club 
(TirculatiriQ  Xtbrar^  is 
TFlow  o^cn  to  tbe 
General  lp>ublic. 


Deliveries  throughout  the  whole  of  London  and  Suburbs  on 
every  week-day ;  subscribers  are  not  tied  down  to  any  particular 
day  on  which  to  make  their  exchanges. 

Country  subscribers  are  not  required  to  return  their  books 
until  a  fresh  supply  arrives,  and  are  thus  never  without  books. 
This  valuable  concession,  which  in  practice  is  equivalent  to 
giving  them  a  double  service  for  one  subscription,  coupled 
with  the  unusually  wide  range  of  books,  makes  The  Times 
Book  Club  service  cheaper,  more  useful,  and  more  convenient 
than  any  other. 


ANNUAL  SUBSCRIPTIONS  from  21/- 


Full  Particulars  on  Application. 

ZbC    Zimce    "Book    dlUb,    376   to    384    Oxford    Street, 

London,    W. 
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BOOKS    OF    TO-DAY 


RECOLLECTIONS    OF    A    COURT    PAINTER. 

I2S.  6d.  net.     By  H.  JONES  THADDEUS,  R.H.A..  F.R.G.S. 
With  sixteen  Illustrations  from  Portraits  by  the  Author. 

FOOTPRINTS    OF    FAMOUS    AMERICANS    IN    PARIS. 

I2S.  6d.  net.     By  JOHN  JOSEPH  CONWAY. 
With  an  introduction  by  Mrs.  John  Lane.     With  many  Illustrations. 

THE     BETTS     OF     WORTHAM      IN      SUFFOLK,     1480- 

1905.  i2s.  6d.  net.     By  KATHERINE  FRANCES  DOUGHTY 

A  unique  record  of  a  famous  family.     With  twenty-five  Illustrations. 

MARGARET    OF    FRANCE,  Duchess  of  Savoy. 

Illustrated,  12s.  6d.  net.     By  WINIFRED  STEPHENS. 

NAPOLEON    AND    KING    MURAT. 

Illustrated,  12s.  6d.  net.     By  ALBERT  ESPITALIER. 
Translated  from  the  French  by  J.  Lewis  May. 
"  An  admirable  translation  of  a  striking  narrative." — Observer. 

BEAUTY    AND    UGLINESS. 

Illustrated,  12s.  6d.  net.     By  VERNON  LEE  and  C.  ANSTRUTHER  THOMSON. 

THE    ANARCHISTS:     Their  Faith  and  Their  Record. 

Illustrated,  los.  6d.  net.     By   ERNEST  A.   VIZETELLY. 

JUNGLE    FOLK:     Indian  Natural  History  Sketches. 

los.  6d.  net.     By  DOUGLAS  DEWAR. 

ABOUT     ALGERIA:       Algiers,     TIemcen,     Constantine, 
Biskra,  Timgad.  5s.  net.    By  charles  thomas-stanford. 

KEYSTONES    OF    BUILDING. 

2s.  6d.   net.     By  F.  INIGO  THOMAS. 

THE     LATEST    FICTION,     6s. 

BEGGARS    AND    SORNERS.  allan  mcaulay. 

WINGS    OF    DESIRE.  m.  p.  willcocks. 

THE    KNIGHTLY   YEARS.  w   m.  ardagh 

THE    SNAKE.  f.  inglis  povvell. 

ELIZABETH    IN    RETREAT.  Margaret  westrup. 

THE    SHADOW    OF    POWER.  paul  Bertram 

POMANDER  WALK.  louis  n.  barker. 

JOHN  LANE,  THE  BODLEY  HEAD,  VIGO  STREET,  LONDON,  W. 
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Hypsipyle 

By  Maurice  Hewlett 

Queen  of  the  shadows,  Maid  and  Wife, 

Twifold  in  essence,  as  in  life. 

The  lamp  of  Death,  the  star  of  Birth, 

Half  cradled  and  half  mourned  by  Earth, 

By  Hell  half  won,  half  lost !  aid  me 

To  sing  thy  fond  Hypsipyle, 

Thy  bosom's  mate  who,  unafraid. 

Renounced  for  thee  what  part  she  had 

In  sun  and  wind  upon  the  hill, 

In  dawn  about  the  mere,  in  still 

Woodlands,  in  kiss  of  lapping  wave, 

In  laughter,  in  love — all  this  she  gave  ! — 

And  shared  thy  dream-life,  visited 

The  sunless  country  of  the  dead. 

There  to  abide  with  thee,  their  Queen, 

In  that  gray  region,  shadow-seen 

By  them  that  cast  no  shadows,  yet 

Themselves  are  shadows.     Nor  forget, 

Kore,  her  love  made  manifest 

To  thee,  familiar  of  her  breast 

And  partner  of  her  whispering  mouth. 

Thee  too.  Our  Lady  of  the  South, 

Uranian  Kypris,  I  invoke. 

Regent  of  starry  space,  with  stroke 

Of  splendid  wing,  in  whose  white  wake 

Stream  those  who,  filled  with  thee,  forsake 
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Their  clinging  shroudy  clots,  and  rise, 
Lover  and  loved,  to  thy  pure  skies. 
To  thy  blue  realm  !  O  lady,  touch 
My  lips  with  rue,  for  she  loved  much. 

What  poet  in  what  cloistered  nook. 

Indenting  in  what  roll  of  a  book 

His  rhymes,  can  voice  the  tides  of  love  ? 

Nay,  thrilling  lark,  nay,  moaning  dove, 

The  nightingale's  full-charged  throat 

That  cheereth  now,  and  now  doth  gloat. 

And  now  recordeth  bitter-sweet 

Longing,  too  wise  to  image  it : 

These  be  your  minstrels,  lovers  !     Choose 

From  their  winged  choir  your  urgent  Muse  ; 

Let  her  your  speechless  joys  relate 

Which  men  with  words  sophisticate, 

Striving  by  reasons  make  appear 

To  head  what  heart  proclaims  so  clear 

To  heart ;  as  if  by  wit  to  wis 

What  mouth  to  mouth  tells  in  a  kiss, 

Or  in  their  syllogisms  dry 

Freeze  a  swift  glance's  cogency. 

Nay,  but  the  heart's  so  music-fraught, 

Music  is  all  in  love,  words  naught. 

One  heart's  a  rote,  with  music  stored 

Though  mute ;  but  two  hearts  make  a  chord 

Of  piercing  music.     One  alone 

Is  nothing  :  two  make  the  full  tone. 

I 

On  Enna's  uplands,  on  a  lea 
Between  the  mountains  and  the  sea. 
Shadowed  anon  by  wandering  cloud. 
Or  flickering  wings  of  birds  a-crowd. 
And  now  all  golden  in  the  sun, 
See  Kore,  see  her  maidens  run 
Hither  and  thither  through  those  hours 
Of  dawn  among  the  wide-eyed  flowers, 
While  gentian,  crocus,  asphodel 
(With  rosy  star  in  each  white  bell), 
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Anemone,  blood-red  with  rings 

Of  paler  fire,  that  plant  that  swings 

A  crimson  cluster  in  the  wind 

They  pluck,  or  sit  anon  to  bind 

Of  these  earth-stars  a  coronet 

For  their  smooth-tressed  Queen,  who  yet 

Strays  with  her  darling  interlaced, 

Hypsipyle  the  grave,  the  chaste — 

Her  whose  gray  shadow-life  with  his 

Who  singeth  now  for  ever  is. 

She,  little  slim  thing,  Kore's  mate, 
Child-faced,  gray-eyed,  of  sober  gait. 
Of  burning  mind  and  passion  pent 
To  image-making,  ever  went 
Where  wonned  her  Mistress  ;  for  those  two 
By  their  hearts'  grace  together  grew 
The  one  to  need,  the  one  to  give 
(As  women  must  if  they  would  live, 
Who  substance  win  by  waste  of  self 
And  only  spend  to  hoard  their  pelf : 
"  O  heart,  take  all  of  mine  !  "     ''  O  heart, 
That  which  thou  tak'st  of  thee  is  part — 
No  robbery  therefore  :  mine  is  thine. 
Take  then  !  ") :  so  she  and  Proserpine 
Intercommunion'd  each  bright  day, 
And  when  night  fell  together  lay 
Cradled  in  arms,  or  cheek  to  cheek 
Whispered  the  darkness  out.     Thou  meek 
And  gentle  vision  !  let  me  tell 
Thy  beauties  o'er  I  love  so  well : 
Thy  sweet  low  bosom's  rise  and  fall, 
Pulsing  thy  heart's  clear  madrigal ; 
Or  how  the  blue  beam  from  thine  eyes 
Imageth  all  love's  urgencies ; 
Thy  lips'  frail  fragrance,  as  of  flowers 
Remembered  in  penurious  hours 
Of  winter-exile  ;  of  thy  brow, 
Not  written  as  thy  breast  of  snow 
With  love's  faint  charact'ry,  for  his  wing 
Leaves  not  the  heart  long  !     Last  I  sing 
Thy  thin  quick  fingers,  in  whose  pleaching 
Lieth  all  healing,  all  good  teaching — 
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Wherewith,  touching  my  discontent, 
I  know  how  thou  art  eloquent ! 
Remember'd  joy,  Hypsipyle ! 
Now  may  that  serve  to  comfort  me. 
While  I,  O  Maiden  dedicate, 
Seek  voice  for  singing  thy  gray  Fate  ! 

Now,  as  they  went,  one  heart  in  two, 

Brushed   to  the  knees  by  flowers,  by  dew 

Anointed,  by  the  wind  caressed. 

By  the  light  kissed  on  eyes  and  breast, 

'Twas  Kore  talked  ;  Hypsipyle 

Listened,  with  eyes  far-set,  for  she 

Of  speech  was  frugal,  voicing  low 

And  rare  her  heart's  deep  underflow — 

Content  to  lie,  like  fallow  sweet 

For  rain  or  sun  to  cherish  it. 

Or  scattered  seed  substance  to  find 

In  her  deep-funded,  quiet  mind. 

And  thus  the  Goddess  :  "  Blest  art  thou, 

Hypsipyle,  who  canst  not  know 

Until  the  hour  strikes  what  must  come 

To  pass  !     But  I  foresee  the  doom 

And  stay  to  meet  it.     Even  here 

The  place,  and  now  the  hour  !  "     Then  fear 

Took  her  who  spake  so  fearless,  cold 

Threaded  her  thronging  veins — behold  ! 

A  hand  on  either  shoulder  stirs 

That  slim,  sweet  body  close  to  hers. 

And  need  fires  need  till,  lip  with  lip, 

They  seal  and  sign  their  fellowship, 

While  Kore,  godhead  all  forgot, 

Clings  whispering,  "  Child,  leave  me  not 

When  as  to  darkness  and  the  dead 

I  go  !  "    And  clear  the  answer  sped 

From  warm  mouth  murmuring  kiss  and  cheer, 

"  Never  I  leave  thee,  O  my  dear !  " 

Thereafter  stand  they  beatingly. 

Not  speaking  ;  and  the  hour  draws  nigh. 

And  all  the  land  shows  passing  fair. 
Fair  the  broad  sea,  the  living  air, 
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The  misty  mountain-sides,  the  lake 
Flecked  blue  and  purple  !     To  forsake 
These,  and  those  bright  flower-gatherers 
Scattered  about  this  land  of  theirs, 
That  stoop  or  run,  that  kneel  to  pick. 
That  cry  each  other  to  come  quick 
And  see  new  treasure,  unseen  yet ! 
Remembered  joy— ah,  how  forget ! 

But  mark  how  all  must  come  to  pass 
As  was  foreknowledged.     In  the  grass 
Whereas  the  Goddess  and  her  mate 
Stood,  one  and  other,  prompt  for  fate ; 
Listless  the  first  and  heavy-eyed, 
Astrain  the  second  ;  she  espied 
That  strange  white  flower,  unseen  before, 
With  chalice  pale,  which  thin  stalk  bore 
And  swung,  as  hanging  by  a  hair, 
So  fine  it  seemed  afloat  in  air. 
Unlinked  and  wafted  for  the  feast 
Of  some  blest  mystic,  without  priest 
Or  acolyte  to  tender  it  : 
Whereto  the  maid  did  stoop  and  fit 
Her  hand  about  its  silken  cup 
To  close  it,  that  her  mouth  might  sup 
The  honey-drop  within.     The  bloom 
Saw  Kore  then,  and  knew  her  doom 
Foretold  in  it ;  and  stood  in  trance 
Fixed  and  still.     No  nigromance 
Used  she,  but  read  the  fate  it  bore 
In  seedless  womb  and  petals  frore. 
Chill  blew  the  wind,  waiting  stood  She, 
Waiting  her  mate,  Hypsipyle. 

Then  in  clear  sky  the  thunder  tolled 
Sudden,  and  all  the  mountains  rolled 
The  dreadful  summons  round,  and  still 
Lay  all  the  lands,  only  the.  rill 
Made  tinkling  music.     Once  more  drave 
Peal  upon  peal — and  lo  !  a  grave 
Yawned  in  the  Earth,  and  gushing  smoke 
Belched  out,  as  driven,  and  hung,  and  broke 
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With  sullen  puff ;  like  tongues  the  flame 
Leapt  following.     Thence  Aidoneiis  came, 
Swart-bearded  king,  with  iron  crown'd. 
In  iron  mailed,  his  chariot  bound 
About  with  iron,  holding  back 
Amain  two  steeds  of  glistering  black 
And  eyeballs  white-rimmed  fearfully, 
And  nostrils  red,  and  crests  flying  free ; 
Who  held  them  pawing  at  the  verge, 
Tossing  their  spume  up,  as  the  surge 
Flung  high  against  some  seaward  bluff. 
Nothing  he  spake,  or  smooth  or  gruff, 
But  drave  his  errand,  gazing  down 
Upon  the  Maid,  whose  blown  back  gown 
Revealed  her  maiden.     Still  and  proud 
Stood  she  among  her  nymphs,  unbowed 
Her  comely  head,  undimmed  her  eye, 
Inseparate  her  lips  and  dry, 
Facing  his  challenge  of  her  state. 
Neither  denying,  nor  desperate, 
Pleading  no  mercy,  seeing  none, 
Her  wild  heart  masked  in  face  of  stone. 
But  they,  her  bevy,  clustered  thick 
As  huddled  sheep,  set  their  eyes  quick, 
And  held  each  other,  hand  or  waist, 
Paling  or  flushing  as  fear  raced 
Thronging  their  veins — they  knew  not,  they, 
The  gathered  fates  that  broke  this  day, 

And  all  the  land  seemed  passing  fair 
To  one  who  knew,  and  waited  there. 

"  Goddess  and  Maid,"  then  said  the  King, 
"  Long  have  I  sought  this  day  should  bring 
An  end  of  torment.     Know  me  thou 
God  postulant,  with  whom  below 
A  world  awaits  her  queen,  while  here 
I  seek  and  find  one  without  peer ; 
Nor  deem  her  heedless  nor  unschooled 
In  what  in  Heaven  is  writ  and  ruled. 
Decreed  of  old  my  bride-right  was. 
Decreed  thy  Mother's  pain  and  loss, 
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Decreed  thy  loathing,  and  decreed 
That  which  thou  shunnest  to  be  thy  need ; 
For  thou  shalt  love  me,  Lady,  yet, 
Though  little  liking  now,  and  fret 
Of  jealous  care  shall  grave  thy  heart 
And  draw  thee  back  when  time's  to  part — 
If  fond  Demeter  have  her  will 
Against  thine  own." 

The  Maid  stood  still 
And  guarded  watched,  and  her  proud  eyes' 
Scrutiny  bade  his  own  advise 
Whether,  indeed,  their  solemn  stare 
Saw  Destiny  and  read  it  there 
Beyond  her  suitor,  or  within 
Her  own  heart  heard  the  message  ring. 
Awhile  she  gazed :  her  stern  aspect. 
Young  and  yet  fraught  with  Godhead,  checked 
Both  Him  who  claimed,  and  her  who'd  cling. 
And  them  who  wondered.     "  O  great  King," 
She  said,  and  mournful  was  her  crying 
As  when  night-winds  set  pine-trees  sighing, 
"  King  of  the  folk  beyond  the  tide 
Of  sleep,  behold  thy  chosen  bride 
Not  shunning  thee,  nor  seeking.     Take 
That  which  Gods  neither  mar  nor  make, 
But  only  They,  the  Three,  who  spin 
The  threads  which  hem  and  mesh  us  in, 
Both  Gods  and  men,  till  she  who  peers 
The  longest  cuts  them  with  her  shears. 
Take,  take,  Aidoneiis,  and  take  her, 
My  fosterling." 

Then  He,  "O  star 
Of  Earth,  O  Beacon  of  my  days. 
Light  of  my  nights,  whose  beamy  rays 
Shall  pierce  the  foggy  cerement 
Wherein  my  dead  grope  and  lament 
Beyond  all  loss  the  loss  of  light, 
Come !  and  be  pleasant  in  my  sight 
This  thy  beloved.     Perchance  she  too 
Shall  find  a  suitor  come  to  woo ; 
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For  love  men  leave  not  with  their  bones — 

That  is  the  soul's,  and  half  atones 

And  half  makes  bitterer  their  loss, 

Remembering  what  their  fortune  was." 

Trembling  Hypsipyle  uplift 

Her  eves  towards  the  hills,  where  swift 

The  shadows  flew,  but  no  more  fleet 

Than  often  she  with  flying  feet 

And  flying  raiment,  she  with  these 

Her  mates,  whom  now  estranged  she  sees- 

As  if  the  shadow-world  had  spread 

About  her  now,  and  she  was  dead — 

Her  mates  no  more  !  cut  off"  by  fear 

From  these  two  fearless  ones.     A  tear 

Welled  up  and  hovered,  hung  a  gem 

Upon  her  eyelid's  dusky  hem, 

As  raindrops  Hnked  and  strung  arow 

Broider  with  stars  the  winter  bough. 

This  was  her  requiem  and  farewell 

To  them,  thus  rang  she  her  own  knell ; 

Nor  more  gave  she,  nor  more  asked  they. 

But  took  and  went  the  fairy  way. 


For  thus  with  unshed  tears  made  blind 
Went  she :  thus  go  the  fairy  kind 
Whither  fate  driveth  ;  not  as  we 
Who  fight  with  it,  and  deem  us  free 
Therefore,  and  after  pine,  or  strain 
Against  our  prison  bars  in  vain ; 
For  to  them  Fate  is  Lord  of  Life 
And  Death,  and  idle  is  a  strife 
With  such  a  master.     They  not  know 
Life  past,  life  coming,  but  life  now ; 
Nor  back  look  they  to  long,  nor  forth 
To  hope,  but  sup  the  minute's  worth 
With  draught  so  quick  and  keen  that  each 
Moment  gives  more  than  we  could  reach 
In  all  our  term  of  three-score  years, 
Whereof  full  score  we  give  to  fears 
Of  losing  them,  and  other  score 
Dreaming  how  fill  the  twenty  more. 
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Now  is  the  hour,  Bride  of  the  Night ! 
The  chariot  turns,  the  great  steeds  fight 
The  rocky  entry  ;  flies  the  dust 
Behind  the  wheels  at  each  fierce  thrust 
Of  giant  shoulder,  at  each  lunge 
Of  giant  haunch.     Down,  down  they  plunge 
Into  the  dark,  with  rioting  mane, 
And  the  earth's  door  shuts-to  again. 
Now  fly,  ye  Oreads,  strain  your  arms, 
Let  eyes  and  hair  voice  your  alarms — 
Hair  blown  back,  mouths  astretch  for  fear, 
Strained  eyeballs — cry  that  Mother  dear 
Her  daughter's  rape  ;  fly  like  the  gale 
That  down  the  valleys  drives  the  hail 
In  scurrying  sheets,  and  lays  the  corn 
Flat,  which  when  man  of  woman  born 
Seeth,  he  bows  him  to  the  grass. 
Whispering  in  hush,  The  Oreads  pass. 
(In  shock  he  knows  ye,  and  in  mirth, 
Since  he  is  kindred  of  that  earth 
Which  bore  ye  in  her  secret  stress, 
Images  of  her  loveliness, 
To  her  dear  paramour  the  Wind). 
Follow  me  now  that  car  behind. 


II 


O  ye  that  know  the  fairy  throng, 
And  heed  their  secret  under-song, 
In  flower  or  leaf's  still  ecstasy 
Of  birth  and  bud  their  passion  see, 
In  wind  or  calm,  in  driving  rain 
Or  frozen  snow  discern  them  strain 
To  utter  and  to  be  ;  who  lie 
At  dawn  in  dewy  brakes  to  spy 
The  rapture  of  their  flying  feet — 
Follow  me  now  those  coursers  fleet, 
Sucked  in  their  wake,  down  ruining 
Through  channelled  night,  where  only  sing 
The  shrill  gusts  streaming  through  the  hair 
Of  them  who  sway  and  bend  them  there, 
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And  peer  in  vain  with  shielded  eyes 
To  rend  the  dark.     Clinging  it  lies 
Thick  as  wet  gossamer  that  shrouds 
October  brushwoods,  or  low  clouds 
That  from  the  mountain  tops  roll  down 
Into  the  lowland  vales,  to  drown 
Men's  voices  and  to  choke  their  breath 
And  make  a  silence  like  to  death. 
But  this  was  hot  and  dry ;  it  came 
And  smote  them,  like  the  gush  of  flame 
Fanned  in  a  smithy,  that  outpours 
And  floods  with  fire  the  open  doors. 
Downward  their  course  was,  swift  as  flight 
Of  meteor  flaring  through  the  night, 
Steady  and  dreadful,  with  no  sound 
Of  wheels  or  hoofs  upon  the  ground. 
Nor  jolt,  nor  jar ;  for  once  past  through 
Earth's  portals,  steeds  and  chariot  flew 
On  wings  invisible  and  strong 
And  even-oaring,  such  as  throng 
The  nights  when  birds  of  passage  sweep 
O'er  cities  and  the  folk  asleep : 
Such  was  their  awful  flight.     Afar 
Showed  Hades  glimmering  like  a  star 
Seen  red  through  fog ;  and  as  they  sped 
To  that,  the  frontiers  of  the  dead 
Revealed  their  sullen  leagues  and  bare, 
And  sad  forms  flitting  here  and  there, 
Or  clustered,  waiting  who  might  come 
Their  empty  ways  with  news  of  home. 
Yet  all  one  course  at  length  must  hold, 
Or  late  or  soon,  and  all  be  tolled 
By  Charon  in  his  dark-prowed  boat. 
Thither  was  swept  the  chariot 
And  crossed  dry-wheeled  the  coiling  flood 
Of  Styx,  and  o'er  the  willow  wood 
And  slim  gray  poplars  which  do  hem 
The  further  shore,  Hell's  diadem — 
So  by  the  tower  foursquare  and  great 
Where  King  Aidoneiis  keeps  his  state 
And  rules  his  bodyless  thralls  they  stand. 
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Dark  ridge  and  hollow  showed  the  land, 
Fold  over  fold,  like  waves  of  soot 
Fixed  in  an  anguish  of  pursuit 
For  evermore,  so  far  as  eye 
Could  range  ;  and  all  was  hot  and  dry 
As  furnace  is  which  all  about 
Etna  scorcheth  in  days  of  drouth. 
And  showeth  dun  and  sinister 
That  fair  isle  linked  to  main  so  fair. 
Nor  tree  nor  herbage  grew,  nor  sang 
Water  among  the  rocks  :  hard  rang 
The  heel  on  metal,  or  on  crust 
Grew  tender,  or  went  soft  in  dust ; 
Neither  for  beast  nor  bird  nor  snake 
Was  harbourage  ;  nor  could  such  slake 
Their  thirst,  nor  from  the  bitter  heat 
Hide,  since  the  sun  not  furnished  it ; 
But  airless,  shadowless  and  dense 
The  land  lay  swooning,  dead  to  sense 
Beneath  that  vault  of  stuprous  black. 
Motionless  hanging,  without  wrack 
Of  cloud  to  break  and  pass,  nor  rent 
To  hint  the  blue.     Like  the  foul  tent 
A  foul  night  makes,  it  sagged  ;  for  stars 
Showed  hopeless  faces,  with  two  scars 
In  each,  their  eyes'  immortal  woe, 
Ever  to  seek  and  never  know : 
In  all  that  still  immensity 
These  only  moved — these  and  the  sea, 
Which  dun  and  sullen  heaved,  with  surge 
And  swell  unseen,  save  at  the  verge 
Where  fainted  off  the  black  to  gray 
And  showed  such  light  as  on  a  day 
Of  sun's  eclipse  men  tremble  at. 

Here  the  dead  people  moved  or  sat. 
Casting  no  shadow,  hailing  none 
Boldly  ;  but  in  fierce  undertone 
They  plied  each  other,  or  on-sped 
Their  way  with  signal  of  the  head 
For  answer,  or  arms  desperate 
Flung  up,  or  shrug  disconsolate. 
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And  this  the  quest  of  every  one  : 

"  What  hope  have  ye  ?  "     And  answer,  "  None." 

Never  passed  shadow  shadow  but 

That  answer  got  to  question  put. 

In  that  they  Hved,  in  that,  alas ! 

Lovely  and  hapless,  Thou  must  pass 

Thy  days,  with  this  for  added  lot — 

Aching,  to  nurse  things  unforgot. 

Remember'd  joy,  Hypsipyle ! 

The  Oread  choir,  the  Oread  glee : 

The  nimble  air  of  quickening  hills. 

The  sweet  dawn  light  that  floods  and  fills 

The  hollowed  valleys  ;  the  dawn  wind 

That  bids  the  world  wake,  and  on  blind 

Eyelids  of  sleeping  mortals  lays 

Cool  palms  that  urge  them  see  and  praise 

The  Day-God  coming  with  the  sun 

To  hearten  toil !     He  warned  you  run 

And  hide  your  beauties  deep  in  brake 

Of  fern  or  briar,  or  reed  of  lake, 

Or  in  wet  crevice  of  the  rock, 

There  to  abide  until  the  clock 

You  reckon  by,  with  shadowy  hands, 

Lay  benediction  on  the  lands 

And  landsmen,  and  the  eve-jar's  croak 

Summon  ye,  lightfoot  fairy  folk. 

To  your  activity  full  tide 

Over  the  empty  earth  and  wide. 

Here  be  your  food,  fair  nymph,  and  coy 

Of  mortal  ken — remember'd  joy  ! 

Remember'd  joy  !     Ah,  stormy  nights. 
Ah,  the  mad  revel  when  wind  fights 
With  wind,  and  slantwise  comes  the  rain 
And  shatters  at  the  window-pane 
To  wake  the  hind,  who  little  knows 
Whose  fingers  drum  those  passionate  blows, 
Nor  what  swift  indwellers  of  air 
Ye  be  who  hide  in  forms  so  fair 
Your  wayward  motions,  cruel  to  us. 
While  lovely,  and  dispiteous  1 
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Ah,  nights  of  flying  scud  and  rout 

When  scared  the  slim  young  moon  rides  out 

In  her  lagoon  of  open  sky, 

Or  older,  marks  your  revelry 

As  calm  and  large  she  oars  above 

Your  drifting  lives  of  ruth  or  love. 

Boon  were  those  nights  of  dusted  gold 

And  glint  of  fireflies  !     Boon  the  cold 

And  witching  frost !     All's  one,  all's  one 

To  thee,  whose  nights  and  days  go  on 

Now  in  one  span  of  changeless  dusk 

On  one  earth,  crackling  like  the  husk 

Of  the  dropt  mast  in  winter  wood  : 

Remember'd  joy — 'tis  all  thy  food, 

Hypsipyle,  to  whose  fond  sprite 

I  vow  my  praise  while  I  have  light. 

Dumbly  she  wandered  there,  as  pale 
With  lack  of  light,  with  form  as  frail 
As  those  poor  hollow  congeners 
Whose  searching  eyes  encountered  hers, 
Petitioning  as  mute  as  she 
Some  grain  of  hope,  where  none  might  be, 
Daring  not  yet  to  voice  their  moan 
To  her  whose  case  was  not  their  own  ; 
For  where  they  go  like  breath  in  a  shell 
That  wails,  my  love  goes  quick  in  Hell. 

Alas,  for  her,  the  sweet  and  slim  ! 
Slowly  she  pines  ;  her  eyes  grow  dim 
With  seeking  ;  her  smooth,  sudden  breasts 
Hang  languidly ;  those  little  nests 
For  kisses  which  her  dimples  were. 
In  cheeks  graved  hollow  now  by  care 
Vanish,  and  sharply  thrusts  her  chin. 
And  sharp  her  bones  of  arm  and  shin. 
Reproach  she  looks,  about,  above. 
Denied  her  light,  denied  her  love. 
Denied  for  what  she  sacrificed, 
Doomed  to  be  fruitless  agonist. 
(O  God,  and  I  must  see  her  fade. 
Must  see  and  anguish — in  my  shade  !) 
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Nor  help  nor  comfort  gat  she  now 
From  her  whose  need  called  forth  her  vow  ; 
For  close  in  arms  Queen  Kore  dwelt 
In  that  great  tower  Aidoneiis  built 
To  cherish  her ;  deep  in  his  bed, 
Loved  as  the  Gods  love  whom  they  wed  ; 
Turned  from  pale  maiden  to  pale  wife, 
Pale  now  with  love's  insatiate  strife 
First  to  appease,  and  then  renew 
The  wild  desire  to  mingle  two 
Natures,  to  long,  to  seek,  to  shun. 
To  have,  to  give,  to  make  two  one 
That  must  be  two  if  they  would  each 
Learn  all  the  lore  that  love  can  teach. 
So  strove  the  mistress,  while  the  maid^ 
Went  alien  among  the  dead, 
Unspoken,  speaking  none,  but  watched 
By  them  who  knew  themselves  outmatched 
By  her,  translated  whole,  nor  guessed 
What  miseries  gnawed  within  that  breast, 
Which  could  be  touched,  which  could  give  meat 
To  babe  ;  which  was  not  eye-deceit 
As  theirs,  poor  phantoms.     So  went  she 
Grudged  but  unscathed  beside  the  sea, 
Or  sat  alone  by  that  sad  strand 
Nursing  her  worn  cheek  in  her  hand ; 
And  did  not  mark,  as  day  on  day 
Lengthened  the  arch  of  changeless  gray. 
How  she  was  shadowed,  how  to  her 
Stretched  arms  another  prisoner  ; 
Nor  knew  herself  desirable 
By  any  thankless  guest  of  Hell — 
Withal  each  phantom  seemed  no  less 
Whole-natured  to  her  heedlessness. 


Midway  her  round  of  solitude 
She  used  to  haunt  a  dead  sea-wood 
Where  among  boulders  lifeless  trees 
Stuck  rigid  fingers  to  the  breeze — 
That  stream  of  faint  hot  air  that  flits 
Aimless  at  noon.     'Tis  there  she  sits 
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Hour  after  hour,  and  as  a  dove 

Croons  when  her  breast  is  ripe  for  love, 

So  sings  this  exile,  quiet,  sad  chants 

Of  love,  yet  knows  not  what  she  wants  ; 

And  singing  there  in  undertone, 

Is  one  day  answered  by  the  moan 

Of  hidden  mourner  ;  but  no  fear 

Hath  she  for  sound  so  true,  though  near ; 

Nay,  but  sings  out  her  elegy. 

Which,  like  an  echo,  answers  he. 

Again  she  sings  ;  he  suits  her  mood, 

Nor  breaks  upon  her  solitude  : 

So  she,  choragus,  calls  the  tune, 

And  as  she  leads  he  follows  soon. 

As  bird  with  bird  vies  in  the  brake, 

She  sings  no  note  he  will  not  take — 

As  when  she  pleads,  "  Ah,  my  lost  love. 

The  night  is  dark  thou  art  not  of," 

Quick  Cometh  answering  the  phrase, 

"  O  love,  let  all  our  nights  be  days  !  " 

This,  rapt,  with  beating  heart,  she  heeds 

And  follows,  "  Sweet  love,  my  heart  bleeds  ! 

Come,  stay  the  wound  thyself  didst  give  "  ; 

Then  he,  "  I  come  to  bid  thee  live." 

And  so  they  carol,  and  her  heart 

Swells  to  believe  his  counterpart. 

And  strophe  striketh  clear,  which  he 

Caps  with  his  brave  antistrophe  ; 

And  as  a  maiden  waxes  bold. 

And  opens  what  should  not  be  told 

When  all  her  auditory  she  sees 

Within  her  mirror,  so  to  trees 

And  rocks,  and  sullen  sounding  main 

She  empties  all  her  passioned  pain ; 

And  "  love,  love,  love,"  her  burden  is. 

And  "  I  am  starving  for  thee,"  his. 

Moved,  melted,  all  on  fire  she  stands, 

Holding  abroad  her  quivering  hands. 

Raises  her  sweet  eyes  faint  with  tears 

And  dares  to  seek  him  whom  she  hears  ; 

And  from  her  parted  lips  a  sigh 

Stealeth,  as  knowing  he  is  nigh 
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And  her  fate  on  her — then  she'd  shun 
That  which  she  seeks  ;  but  the  thing's  done. 

Hollow-voiced,  dim,  spake  her  a  shade, 
"  O  thou  that  comest,  nymph  or  maid — 
If  nymph,  then  maiden,  since  for  aye 
Virgin  is  immortalit}^, 

Nor  love  can  change  what  Death  cannot — 
Look  on  me  by  love  new-begot ; 
Look  on  me,  child  new-born,  nor  start 
To  see  my  form  who  knowest  my  heart ; 
For  it  is  thine.     O  Mother  and  Wife, 
Take  then  my  love — thou  gavest  it  life  !  " 

So  spake  one  close  :  to  whom  she  lent 
The  wonder  of  her  eyes'  content — 
That  lucent  gray,  as  if  moonlight 
Shone  through  a  sapphire  in  the  night — 
And  saw  him  faintly  imaged,  rare 
As  wisp  of  cloud  on  hillside  bare, 
A  filamental  form,  a  wraith 
Shaped  like  that  man  who  in  the  faith 
Of  one  puts  all  his  hope  :  who  stood 
Trembling  in  her  near  neighbourhood, 
A  thing  of  haunted  eyes,  of  slim 
And  youthful  seeming  ;  yet  not  dim, 
Yet  not  unmanly  in  his  fashion 
Of  speech,  nor  impotent  of  passion — 
The  which  his  tones  gave  earnest  of 
And  his  aspect  of  hopeless  love  ; 
Who,  drawing  nearer,  came  to  stand 
So  close  beside  her  that  one  hand 
Lit  on  her  shoulder — yet  no  touch 
She  felt :  "  O  maiden  overmuch," 
He  grieved,  "  O  body  far  too  sweet 
For  such  as  I,  frail  counterfeit 
Of  man,  who  yet  was  once  a  man. 
Cut  off  before  the  midmost  span 
Of  mortal  life  was  but  half  run, 
Or  ere  to  love  he  had  found  one 
Like  thee— yet  happy  in  that  fate, 
That  waiting,  he  is  fortunate : 
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For  better  far  in  Hell  to  fare 

With  thee  than  commerce  otherwhere, 

Sharing  the  snug  and  fat  outlook 

Of  bed  and  board  and  ingle-nook 

With  earth-bound  woman,  earth-born  child. 

Nay,  but  high  love  is  free  and  wild 

And  centreth  not  in  mortal  things ; 

But  to  the  soul  giveth  he  wings. 

And  with  the  soul  strikes  partnership, 

So  may  two  let  corruption  slip 

And  breasting  level,  with  far  eyes 

Lifted,  seek  haven  in  the  skies, 

Untrammel'd  by  the  earthly  mesh. 

O  thou,"  said  he,  "  of  fairy  flesh 

Immortal  prisoner,  take  of  me 

Love  !  'tis  my  heritage  in  fee  ; 

For  I  am  very  part  thereof. 

And  share  the  godhead." 

So  his  love 
Pled  he  with  tones  in  love  well-skilled 
Which  on  her  bosom  beat  and  thrilled, 
And  pierced.     No  word  nor  look  she  had 
To  voice  her  heart,  or  sad  or  glad. 
Rapt  stood  she,  wooed  by  eager  word 
And  by  her  need,  whose  cry  she  heard 
Above  his  crying ;  but  she  guessed 
She  was  desired,  beset,  possessed 
Already,  handfasted  to  sight, 
And  yielding  so,  her  heart  she  plight. 

Thus  was  her  mating :  of  the  eyes 
And  ears,  and  her  love  half  surmise. 
Detected  by  her  burning  face 
Which  saw,  not  felt  his  fierce  embrace. 
For  on  her  own  she  knew  no  hand 
When  caging  it  he  seemed  to  stand, 
And  round  her  waist  felt  not  the  warm 
Sheltered  peace  of  the  belting  arm 
She  saw  him  clasp  withal.     When  rained 
His  words  upon  her,  or  eyes  strained 
As  though  her  inmost  shrine  to  pierce 
Where  hid  her  heart  of  hearts,  her  ears 
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Conceived,  although  her  body  sweet 
Might  never  feel  a  young  life  beat 
And  leap  within  it.     Ah,  what  cry 
That  mistress  e'er  heard  poet  sigh 
Could  voice  thy  beauty  ?     Or  what  chant 
Of  music  be  thy  ministrant  ? 
Since  thou  art  Music,  poesy 
Must  both  thy  spouse  and  increase  be  ! 

In  the  hot  dust,  where  lizards  crouch 

And  pant,  he  made  her  bridal  couch  ; 

Thither  down  drew  her  to  his  side 

And,  phantom,  taught  her  to  be  bride 

With  words  so  ardent,  looks  so  hot 

She  needs  must  feel  what  she  had  not. 

Guess  herself  in  beleaguered  bed 

And  throb  response.     Thus  she  was  wed. 

Love  that  with  delicate  tongues  of  fire 

Can  kindle  hearts  inflamed  desire 

In  her  for  him  who  needed  it ; 

And  so  she  claimed  and  by  eyes'  wit 

Had  what  she  would :  and  now  made  war, 

Being,  as  all  sweet  women  are. 

Prudes  till  Love  calls  them,  and  then  fierce 

In  love's  high  calling.     Thus  with  her  ears 

She  fed  on  love,  and  to  her  eyes 

Lent  deeds  of  passionate  emprise — 

Till  at  the  last,  the  shadowy  strife 

Ended,  she  owned  herself  all  wife. 


High  mating  of  the  mind  !     O  love. 
Since  this  must  be,  on  this  she  throve ! 
Remember'd  joy,  Hypsipyle, 
Since  this  must  be,  O  love,  let  be  ! 
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Among  my  Books* 

By  Frederic  Harrison 

PART  V 
TRAGIC   DRAMA 

A  FRIEND,  much  given  to  "  first  nights,"  who  has  dipped 
into  some  of  the  books  I  have  been  advising  him  to  read, 
now  says  :  "  Won't  you  tell  us  something  about  Plays  ;  do 
you  not  want  us  to  read  Shakespeare  ?  "  Well,  of  course, 
I  am  as  much  devoted  to  Shakespeare  as  Sir  Sidney  Lee 
himself,  without  pretending  to  any  special  knowledge  of  the 
older  dramatists,  much  less  to  any  research  into  the  life 
and  work  of  our  own  mighty  poet.  But  I  am  not  so 
garrulous  as  to  discourse  about  Shakespeare,  for  our  most 
learned  students  and  our  ablest  critics  have  now  told  us 
everything  about  Shakespeare  which  Research  and  Criticism 
can  discover — perhaps  everything  which  ever  will  be  known 
or  can  be  judged  as  sound  and  true.  Years  ago,  indeed,  I 
was  asked  if  I  would  write  a  Life  of  Shakespeare  for  a 
famous  series,  but  I  thought  it  would  be  quite  presumptuous 
in  me  to  undertake  such  a  task.  And  it  has  been  perfectly 
well  achieved  long  since. 

Of  course,  I  have  read  my  Shakespeare  since  I  was  a 
boy  ;  and  my  father,  who  had  heard  Mrs.  Siddons,  the 
Kembles,  and  Edmund  Kean  in  all  the  Plays  then  given 
on  the  stage,  used  to  read  to  us  Shakespeare  of  an  evening 
as  he  had  heard  it  played.  As  a  young  man,  I  carried  the 
diamond  Pickering  edition  in  daily  railway  journeys  to  and 
from  Lincoln's  Inn.  Now  I  have  A.  Treherne's  miniature 
copies  in  good  "  Long  Primer,"  hardly  more  than  two 
inches  square  (Edinburgh,  1904).  I  find  the  "  Arden  "  set 
(Methuen  &  Co.)  very  useful ;  and  for  general  use  I  want 
nothing  handier  than  the  twelve  volume  set  small  d°'  (issued 
by  Constable  &  Co.,  N.D.). 

•  Copyright  in  the  United  Kingdom  and  U.S.A.,  1912. 
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AS  the  Management  of  '^he  English  Review 
have  received  a  very  large  number  of  letters 
from  readers  enquiring  how  they  can  assist  in 
increasing  the  sales  of  "  The  Review "  and  make  it 
more  generally  known,  the  Management  have  prepared 
a  special  Prospectus  which  sets  out  the  objects  of 
"  The  Review,"  together  with  a  list  of  those  who 
have  contributed  thereto,  and  a  selection  of  Press 
Opinions,  etc.  A  supply  of  these  in  plain  envelopes 
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^    My  new  and  revite^  gcAcrAl  Catalogue  is  now  reaiy. 
9    The  special   literary  selections,  which   have  given  it  an 

unique    position    in    the    world    of    hook-making    for 

hook-lovers,  are  still  kept  up. 
^    Some   fifteen    new   titles   appear  while  the   titles   of  all 

The  Mosher  Books,  I89I-I9II  inclusive,  are  given. 

^     From   year  to   year  these  Catalogues   have  heen  issued 
with   the  view  of  making  known   The   Mosher   Books 
and  what  they  represent  in  up-to-date  hookcraft. 
All    possible   value    has   been   put   into   these   books   by 
their  publisher. 

q    To-day  they  are  the    only  style  of  genuine  hand-made 
paper  editions  at  popular  prices  in  America. 

^    Sent  without   charge  to  all  who  are  interested   in  choice 
editions  at  moderate  prices. 
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included  In  the  Library  which  he 
took  with  him  to  India  a  copy  of 

"SATURDAY" 
BRIDGE 

By  W.  DALTON. 

Dahon's  '*  Saturday  "  Bridge  is  admitted  to  be  the  standard  work  on 
the  best  of  card  games, 

"Saturday  Bridge"  takes  its  name  from  the  "Saturday  Review,"  in 
which  its  chapters  first  appeared.  It  is  now  in  its  Eleventh  Thousand,  and 
may  be  had  of  all  booksellers,  5s.  net,  or  post  free  from  the  office  of  the 
"SATURDAY    REVIEW,"  IOd,  King  Street.  Covent  Garden,  5s.  4d. 

A  Companion  Volume  to  "SATURDAY"  BRIDGE  is  "Saturday"  Auction  Bridge. 
by  Hellespont,  3s.  6d.  net.  or  3s.  9d.  post  free.  "  Inferences  at  Bridge,"  by  W.  Dalton, 
price  Is.  net.  or  Is.  1  Jd.  post  free. 
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